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It was a seemingly normal day. Travel, another hotel, check-in, rest, nosh, and then rehearsal. Concert in a few 


days. 


Everyone was tired. This tour didn't go as it was expected. There were lots of people around, who were more 
gangsters than bodyguards. 
The band closed itself in tight circle of close friends and reliable co-workers. 


John Paul was isolating himself from the rest even more than usual, Jimmy plunged into drug addiction, he was 
certainly taking heroin Bonzo divided his time equally between booze and cocaine. Robert also didn’t limit himself 


a consumption of Charlie, as cocaine used to be called, but for drink he preferred beer or wine. 


Peter also became hard to keep in touch with, he locked himself in his English house called Horselunges, where 


he could peacefully plunge into drug addiction. He was rarely present on tour, and his appearance there almost 


always heralded someone some troubles. 


Ricardo still was a kind of support for band members, keeping them out of trouble, organizing drugs and other 


things deliveries. At the same time he also became a junkie. 

Check in at the hotel usually took a while. Papers, bags, keys to the rooms .. 

Musicians had priority, so Robert was already holding key to his room in his hand and flung his hippie bag on 
his shoulder, when the guy at the front desk nodded at Richard Cole and reported that there's a phone call to 
Robert. 


Richard took the receiver and listened for a moment, then replied something shortly. 


- Robert, your old lady is calling - he shouted to Robert, who winced a bit. He didn't want anyone to call his 
wife this way, but he nodded his head in thanks for Richard for the information 


- I'll take it in my room ~- he said and went to stairs, not willing to wait for lift. 
After a while | got a room key too and went to unpack my bags. 


Earlier, Robert and | agreed that upon arrival to New Orleans we'll eat breakfast in his room. However, | didn't 


want to disturb him in his talk with Maureen, so | started to put my things on shelves in the hotel closet. 
When | finished, | knocked at the door of his room. 
- Come in, come in! - He said loudly. He was also unpacking his stuff. 


- We will order in a minute, | just must.. | just.. | must.. - he paused, holding his trousers in the hand, as if 


absentminded. 
- Put them in the closet - | said. He frowned and put them aside. 
- Did something happen, Robert? - | asked. - Something at home? 


Since our relations have significantly changed its character, it was hard for me to think of his ordinary home 
life, next to his wife and children. | knew them all quite well, Carmen was just a few years younger than me. | 
felt guilty in relation to Maureen Every day | was trying not to think about them, but when someone began to 
mention her, it was returning. | was not the only one guilty of cheating Maureen 

Robert, moreover, wasn't sleeping only with me. It was hurting me, because | allowed myself to fell in love with 


him. 


- Maureen called to tell me that Karac is sick He's got a fever, and his stomach is aching. Now it's a little 


better, but I'm worrying. | told her to take him to the hospital. 


He looked very upset. He, as a very loving father, was worrying about the children often when he was away 


from home, especially being aware that he didn't spend with them as much time as he'd like to. 
| couldn't comfort him. What could | know about being a parent anyway? 


- Don't worry, Maureen is a responsible mother, l'm sure she'll do everything as it should be - | touched his 


arm. He embraced me and kissed on the forehead briefly. 


- Yes, | know. I'm just worried. Well, we must wait. I'll call home in the afternoon. So, do you know already what 


to order? 


| wanted to tell him it was him what | wanted the most that moment, but it wasn't a right time. | understood 


it perfectly. 
We chose something from the menu and Robert ordered it to the room. We ate slowly, not talking too much. 


His thoughts were occupied with something else. | understood that this day he was no longer in the mood for 


jokes. And | loved him for that too. 

After a meal | went to my room, considering a nap ~- last night, due to our travel, was almost sleepless for 
me. 

Robert also needed to get some rest. 


In my room, the phone rang. On the other side there was Peter, calling from England. 


- Pat, be so kind and go to Robert's room and tell him to call me back. That hag at the front desk still tells 


me that his number is busy! 

Of course, | did what he asked me for. 

| knocked on the door, but didn't hear any "come in". Nothing. Silence. 

| knocked again and pressed the handle. The door opened. 

Robert was sitting on the bed, resting elbows on his knees. He hid face in hands, behind a curtain of his hair. | 
felt a cramp in my stomach when | understood that something wrong happened. 

| walked over and squatted in front of him, trying to look into his face. He looked at me when | brushed his 
hair back. 


His face changed, it was contorted with pain, his features sharpened. He had tears in his eyes. 


| knelt down and grabbed his wrists and then palms. They were ice cold and sweaty. He was breathing fast, as 


a person in shock. 


- My God, what happened !? - | exclaimed. 

He blinked a few times, more tears rolled down his beautiful face. 

- My son.. died .. - he said quietly. 

At first | didn't understand what he said. How can he be dead? 

Didn't he tell me almost an hour ago that Karac felt a little better? What could have happened? Maybe 
Maureen had an accident, carrying their son to the hospital? She wasn't a very good driver. 

Children don't die just like that! | had a head full of words that | wanted to scream. None of them have passed 
through my lips. 

Half-consciously, | was still stroking his hair. At one point he grabbed my hand and pressed it to his wet cheek 
He pulled me to him and hugged. His embrace was so strong, that | could barely breathe. | didn't know how long 
we sat hugged like that - me kneeling between his legs, him sitting on the bed. 

In the end, however, he pulled away from me, saying that he had to go to the toilet. When he disappeared 
behind closed doors, | jumped on my feet and decided to run to Jimmy, Richard, or anyone else, to tell them 


what just happened. | had to be quick to let them know before Robert come out of the bathroom. 


In the corridor there was no one. | pounded on John's door. He wasn't there. Another door were to his 


assistants room. He opened almost right away. 

- Where is Jimmy ?! - | shouted - | need to find my brother! It's about Robert ... 
He looked at me as if | was an alien or something. 

- Stop staring at me! Where is Jimmy or Cole ?! Talk! 

- | don't know, in Cole's room, | guess.. - he replied uncertainly - What happened? 


| didn't answer him, but | stormed into the Richard's room without knocking. Bonzo, Richard, John Bindon and a 
few other men sat in there, laughing. 


- Richard, come quickly! To Robert's room! - | screamed and started to cry. The mood changed in a second. 
- What is it? - Cole threw brusquely. 


- Karac died .. - | sobbed. Bonzo got up immediately and passed me by without saying a word. He ran into 
Robert's room. 


- Maureen just called and said that he was sick, but he's better, and now Robert says that he died, Richard .. 


The room was deathly quiet. Cole followed Bonzo's footsteps and left. | followed him. 


In the meantime, in Roberts room, Bonzo was standing at the bathroom's door, trying to convince Robert to 
open the door. 

He was pounding with his fist on the door, but Robert didn't answer. That silence on his side became 
frightening. 


- Come on, Percy! Open! What the fuck you're doing? - Cole shouted, but to no avail. 


Then he told Bonzo to step back, snapped at the rest of us “fuck off" and attacked bathroom door with his 
shoulder, trying to force them. 


- Are you crazyl? - | cried - He's in there, you'll hurt himl 


But he didn't listen and once again tried to force them. For some reason, he wasn't able to do that, so finally 


he kicked out a hole in them with one, well aimed karate kick. 


Cursing the whole world, he barely pulled out the foot and kicked again, expanded the hole enough to reach the 
lock. After a while, bathroom stood open for us. 


Robert sat on the floor, leaning back against the wall, with knees under the chin. Hung his head on his chest, 
hair hid his face. 


Cole came up to him and grabbed him by the chin and lifted Robert's face up. Robert seemed to be.. not there. 


His eyes were empty. 


- What did you take? You fucking idiot, WHAT DID YOU TAKE??? - Cole shouted, shaking Robert's shoulders. 
Robert obviously wasn't able to answer, but he finally looked at Cole. So, at least he understood something. 


- Watch him! - did Richard throw it to Bonzo or me, it was hard to figure out. - | have to call to Peter. The 
rest - get the fuck out and keep your mouth shut. 


They obediently left. Nobody would attract attention of furious Cole. 


Bonzo knelt next to his friend and said something to him. | didn't hear what it was. John tried to make Robert 


to stand up on his feet and go to the room, but to no avail. | was terrified. 


In the bathroom there was stuffy. | saw vomits in the toilet bowl, so | flushed the water. 

That as if awakened Robert. He pushed away John and rushed towards the toilet. He barely managed to lift the 
toilet seat again, when a new wave of vomits shook his body. | held his hair. When he finished, Bonzo handed 
him a glass of water. Robert rinsed his mouth and John helped him to get up. Robert, though, had a problem 


with keeping vertical position When | was out, he must had swallowed or snored a lot of stuff. 


| was hoping that he didn't plan to kill himself.. 


= Stay with him for a moment - said John - I'm going to Cole, | want to talk with Peter. Don't let him to fall 


asleep! 


| nodded, and when he left, | looked at Robert. His face was gray, he had dark shades under the eyes. Within 


half an hour, he started to look as ten years older. 


| sat down next to him and hugged him again. This time his grip wasn't that strong. He remained rather 


passive. | gently rocked him in my arms. 


Suddenly, a scream came out from his throat. An inhuman one. Like anything I've heard so far from anyone's 


throat. Robert was shouting out his pain, and | could do nothing. 
He stopped as abruptly, as he began 


Suddenly | understood that from now on, nothing will be the same. 


